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CHAPTER VI.

I ROSE with the sun, and the first thought that occurred to
me was to write a tragedy. The castle in the forest, the
Protean Pahlen, the tender-hearted Ulric, the craven cook,
who was to be the traitor to betray the all-interesting and
marvellous hero, myself, here was material. What solilo-
quies, what action, what variety of character! I threw
away my cloak, it wearied me, and walked on, waving my
arm, and spouting a scene. I longed for the moment that
I could deliver to an imperishable scroll these vivid creations
of my fancy. I determined to make my way to the nearest
town and record these strong conceptions, ere the fire of
my feelings died away, I was suddenly challenged by the
advance guard of a party of soldiers. They had orders to
stop all travellers, and bring them to their commanding
officer. I accordingly repaired to their chief.

I had no fear as to the result. I should affect to be a
travelling student, and, in case of any difficulty, I had de-
termined to confide my name to the officer. But this was
unnecessary. I went through my examination with such a
confident air, that nothing was suspected, and I was per-
mitted to proceed. This was the groundwork for a new in-
cident, and in the third act I instantly introduced a visit in
disguise to the camp of the enemy.

I refreshed myself at a farm-house, where I found some
soldiers billeted. I was amused with being the subject of
their conversation, and felt my importance. As I thought,
however, it was but prudent to extricate myself from the
forest without any unnecessary loss of time, I took my way
towards its skirts, and continued advancing in that direction
for several days, until I found myself in a district with